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New Years Eve, 1989 


It had snowed a few days before. The kind that melts as soon as it hits the ground but come nightfall freezes 
again, making the sidewalks slick Now there were slippery patches of gray at varying intervals but being drunk, 
they could care less. Until Jerry slipped and fell on his ass. He had tried to grab Layne for balance on the way 
down, but the singer quickly side stepped sending Jerry sprawling. Layne's sputtering snicker grew to a full-on 
laugh, more of a cackle really. 

"Fuck you!" Jerry hissed. 

"What? | should have let you take me down with you?" Layne asked. 

"Yeah," Jerry replied pulling himself up. 


"You would've have done the same," Layne insisted. 


"No." 
"Yes." 
"No, | wouldn't." 


"Then you should," Layne said, pulling out a fresh pack of Marlboro Lights. He opened the pack, slid out a 
smoke, flipped it and slid it back into the pack before taking another from the pack and lighting it. He always did 
that. His lucky smoke, Layne called it. Jerry thought it was a bit stupid and had told Layne as much. Layne just 
smiled and said "This way my first cigarette is my last" It still seemed silly, but that was Layne for you. 


Layne exhaled a stream of smoke and leaned forward offering Jerry a hand. Jerry glared, took his hand and 
pulled himself up. "Fuck! I'm all wet," Jerry bemoaned, scraping bits of sand and salt from his backside. He 
never understood why they bothered. It always got kicked aside and people slipped any way. 


Layne took another drag off his smoke and seemed to consider Jerry's complaint but as soon as he spoke it 


was clear he had something else on his mind altogether. "Let's go to the Comet." 
lm soaked through. Don't you listen? | don't want to go to another bar. | want to change!" Jerry snapped. 


Its just your butt. Itll dry sitting on a bar stool, especially with a pitcher of Pyramid Ale to warm you," 


Layne answered. 
"Why not Ernie Steele's then?" Jerry asked. 
"Why not the vomit?" Layne replied, using his pet name for his favorite watering hole. 


"Because | know why you want to go there." There, he had said it. Jerry waited for the world to stop but it 
hurdled forward. People pushed past them, scurrying to wherever they go. He leaned back into the door way of 
Steve's Broadway Book and News. A thin tenuous silence hung between them. Apparently most silences are 
heavy but not between him and Layne. Each took those moments to prepare, no orchestrate would more aptly 
describe it. Yes, they took those moments to orchestrate their responses. Bullies, that's what they both had in 
common. A childhood ravaged by those who were richer, stronger, and better than themselves. But they had 
each learned well that a moment of thought and a pithy response could fell any giant. It was all about timing. 
East Broadway was their school yard. Essentially Jerry had called him out. There would be a duel but Layne 
would have to make a move. Layne threw down his cigarette and opened his mouth to speak but just as quickly 


shut it. He stepped on the dead butt, grounding it into the ice with the heel of his boot. 


"Well then, you can have a beer and wait ten minutes while | score," Layne said. There was no edge in his voice, 
just resignation. This wasn't going as planned. Jerry had suspected, then denied, and finally knew that Layne was 
using. He had spent most of the week working up to this. It wasn't that he was anti-drugs. He and Layne had 
tripped on acid together, done a bit of crystal, and smoked pot all the time. But this was different. It would 
have been okay if he had tried it with Jerry but Layne had done this on his own. Kept it secret. Yeah, this was 


different. This was heroin. There was a reason why junkies were lumped with serial killers and child molesters. 


They were secretive and in the end, they betrayed you. 
"We leave for LA in three days. We're recording," Jerry said. 


"Did you think | missed that detail?" Layne asked. Layne turned and started heading south along the boulevard. 
Jerry followed. "Don't worry. It's not a problem," Layne said finally. 


"We have a couple of hours to kill. Let's go home before the party," Jerry suggested. 

"SureAfter," Layne replied 

"Then l'm going back now!" 

Layne stopped. He looked up and smiled. "Okay, Ill meet you there" 

"God damn mother fucking bastard shit!" Jerry growled 

"You forgot asshole,” Layne replied. 

"And cocksucker!" Jerry snapped 

"Getting personal are we?" Layne asked 

"Yeah, fucker.” 

"In that case, take a bath Jerry. You fucking reek of ass," Layne replied and resumed walking 

"| thought you'd like that," Jerry snidely answered Layne kept walking so Jerry scurried and slid up behind him. 
"| said | thought you'd like that," he repeated, only louder. He grabbed the sleeve of Layne's coat and yarked 


him to a stop. Layne turned and peered upwards, giving a little salute. 


They stood in front of the East Broadway branch of the US. Post office. A few months before, they had 
watched a group of protesters take down the flag only to send it back up the pole in flames. They were 
protesting the new federal law that made it illegal to burn the US. flag, supposedly. It had made the 
international news. It was weird to see a little piece of their own world up on the world stage. It had infuriated 
Layne. Not because he was patriotic or an activist. He was mad because they hadn't shown the entire event. 
After Old Glory had gone up in flames, they had run it's ashes back down and replaced it with the McDonald's 
flag. Layne had laughed with glee and pointed as the Golden Arches, a flag eerily similar to the old USSR. flag, 
flew majestically over the one piece of federal land in all of Capitol Hill. Layne loved the irony, our neighborhood, 
Capitol hill, a slag heap of artists, junkies, and gays, with the greatest symbol of Western Capitalism, gracefully 


unfurled above our heads. When we watched the news clips he grew despondent. 


"Fuck," he sighed. "That's how it is man! You can never make a real point! They always cut you of fl" 
Jerry looked from the pole back to Layne's smiling face. Jerry gave him a shove. "Fuck you man!" he sputtered. 


"What? Am | supposed to be scared? Offended? Hurt? Which is it?" Layne asked as he rather nonchalantly 
stepped on the toes of Jerry's left foot. "There! Right back at you J-man!" Layne laughed and dug in his 


pockets for his smokes. 


Jerry knew that deep down Layne was thin skinned. He knew that things bugged him. He knew he was bugging 
him. He knew that it was slowly eating at Layne. But he knew that either Layne had gotten so good at ignoring 
his own pain or that he was so focused on his endeavor, that it would matter if Jerry beat the shit out of 


him. Layne would only smile, or sneer or make a joke. In the end, Layne was going to the Comet. 


Jerry gave him one last shove and turned. He took a few steps northbound then turned and looked back. Layne 
still stood in front of the post office. He leaned into his own hand, bringing his cigarette to flame. He took two 
quick puffs and exhaled. Noticing Jerry, he gave a little wave, turned and ambled on his way. 


He fell asleep, crashed on the sofa When he woke, it was nearly eleven. It was quiet, the only light provided by 
a faint glow from under the bathroom door. There was a thud, followed by the sound of glass breaking and 
someone saying shit. That someone was Layne. Jerry pulled himself up, took three soft steps, and waited 
before the door. When he didn't hear anything, he slowly opened it. Layne stood there, swinging his left arm in 
circles. He looked up but didn't stop. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Jerry asked. 


"Increasing the blood flow to my arm," Layne replied, rather matter of fact. Jerry looked over to the sink He 
saw a bottle cap off a Rainer Ale, a cotton ball, a lighter, and finally a syringe. 


Jerry watched wordlessly as Layne sat on the toilet and used an old Cub Scout bandanna tied with a slip knot 
to tie off his arm. Layne's lower arm gradually turned a darker shad of pink as he methodically cooked the 
dope. It was a glossy brown, like a bit of broken bottle, and it slowly bubbled and hissed as Layne quickly 
passed a flaming bic under the bottle cap held between the jaws of a pair of tweezers. When it was suitably 
thinned, Layne added a few drops of water and a small tuff of cotton He deftly pulled the cap off the syringe, 
dipped the tip into the cap, and carefully drew up the stopper. A dingy water filled the syringe. It looked 
disgusting and deceptively innocuous. It reminded Jerry of tobacco spit, dangerous to the user, but harmless 
enough in a Dixie cup. Layne clicked it against the nail of his forefinger twice. He rolled his thumb over a 
protruding vein nestled in the inside of his elbow. And then it was so quick, he nearly missed it. Layne's right 
hand flew past, a small glint of metal, and then it was in his arm. Before Jerry could even register the 


sequence of events, Layne had swiftly pulled away the bandanna and now stared dull eyed past his friend. 


"You watched me shoot up. That's very intimate, even more than sex," Layne said, still looking past Jerry. His 


words were rapid but his expression was lazy. Normally Jerry would have thought he was joking, but Layne's 


voice lacked the appropriate tone. He felt like an actor missing his cue. "We're lovers now," Layne went on, "it's 


like we fucked" 


"You're fucking high! Shut up!" Jerry replied. Layne smiled, tilting his head to the ceiling. He was well beyond 
Capitol hill, Seattle, or Jerry's reach. 


1990 


New Years Eve 1990 

Jerry was reclined on what else, the recliner. It was old, had belonged to Sean's mother, and stank like the 
countless beers and cigarettes that had been consumed in it. Jerry took a gulp of beer ard flicked through the 
channels. Life was sweet now that they could afford cable. Layne ambled in, obscuring his view. Jerry looked up. 
Layne was wearing a pair of goggles. He grinned down at him. 


"Want to head for Pioneer Square and get drunk?" Layne asked. 


"No, freak," Jerry replied, trying to shove Layne aside with his feet. They had just gotten back from their first 
tour. All Jerry wanted to do is kick back and relax. He wanted to be alonewith his beer. 


"Ah come on, it's New Years Eve! Let's go somewhere!" Layne shouted. 
"Go somewhere with Mike and Sean," Jerry answered, not bothering to disguise his irritation. 


"Mike and Sean are already gone. Hey, Mike and Sean are already gone. Mike and Sean are already gone," Layne 


repeated in a sing-song voice, tilting his head from one side to the other. 

"Are you trying to irritate me?" Jerry asked. 

"Yes." 

"Fuck! Move! I'm trying to watch TV!" Jerry barked. 

Layne dropped down on the sofa. He picked up the phone and pretended to dial a number. "Hello? Mrs. Cantrell, 
can Jerry come out to play? He can't? Why ever not? He has a large what up his ass? Oh, a stick! | thought 
you said something else." 

Jerry reached over and grabbed the phone and threw it across the room. Layne laughed "You keep that up 
and you really will be the man in the box, six feet under!" Jerry hissed. He fell back into his recliner and 
drained his beer. 

"I want to go out!" 

"So gol" Jerry snapped. 


"But | want to go out with you!" 


"Sorry Layne but I'm not dating anyone right now. My life is too complicated,” Jerry smirked. 


"You dick," Layne replied. 
"Well if I'm a dick, you're a dick hole," Jerry retorted. 


"Then you are the little micro-organisms that live in the dick hole feeding off the dick cheese!" Layne 


countered. 

"Then you're the dick cheese." 

"And you feed off me. | am your inspiration to live Cantrell. And as such, | dictate that we go out and get 
drunk off our asses!" Layne slid the goggles to the top of his head, peered down at Jerry and frowned. 
Seriously, let's go. These are the last few hours of the best year in our short fucking pathetic lives. It may 
never be this good again! We have to celebrate, make an offering to the Gods of Rock!" 

"You're full of shit Layne, you know that right?" Jerry asked. "What kind of offering?" 


"Oh, the careful exploration of the naked and nubile body of a young goddess should suffice. Perhaps slurping a 
bit of champagne from her greedy little mouth at midnight,” Layne explained. 


Jerry laughed in spite of himself. Layne's mind was a wondrously bizarre and often scary place to visit. He 
couldn't imagine what it would be like to live in there. "I don't drink champagne." 


"Then you can sip Rainer ale with a straw out of a ten dollar hooker but the Gods must be appeased," Layne 
said. 


"You mean you must be appeased" 
"Same thing," Layne replied. "Come on, we'll go where ever makes you happy." 


"You know what would make me happy? Sitting right here, watching TV, with a beer in one hand and the 


remote in the other." 

"So that's it?" Layne asked. 

"Well a sandwich and a chick to suck my dick would be a nice addition," Jerry answered. 
"You can't really want to just sit there all night 


"Actually | was hoping to keep tradition alive and watch you shoot up," Jerry answered, his eyes aglow with 
malicious intent. Layne slid the goggles back over his eyes and left the room. 


Cruel, maybe, but it was the only way to shut Layne up. He could really kick things to death and Jerry didn't 


feel like going out. The truth is he had come to loathe it. They had gone to the Comet a few days before for a 
couple of beers and Jerry had noticed that people were different in a barely perceivable way. It was nothing he 
could put his finger on exactly. This was home. People recognized him in bars all the time. Maybe they stared 
just a bit longer, pushed in a little closer, he wasn’t sure. All Jerry knew is that it made him feel like an 
asshole. The backdoor slammed shut. Jerry hit the mute button and listened to the sound of Layne's car 
starting and driving off. Apparently he no longer had to go out to feel like an asshole. Jerry pressed mute 


again and settled in to watch "Taxi Driver". 


About an hour later, Jerry heard the car return His heart sank just a bit. Not only because he was relishing 
being alone but because Layne could have quite possibly taken him at his word and gone and scored. As far as 
he could tell, Layne hadn't been using in the last nine months, but he could never be certain. Getting high would 
be just the sort of way Layne would say fuck you. A car door slammed and Jerry heard the unmistakable 
tittering of chicks. The sound drew closer, entering the house via the backdoor. 


"Wait here." Layne's voice came from the kitchen. Layne peered around the corner, wearing a maniacal grin. He 
held up a brown paper sack. He tiptoed into the room, still grinning. He dropped the bag in Jerry's lap. Jerry 
opened it. It contained a deli sandwich and a bottle of Rainer ale and a straw. 

"Did you get me a ten dollar hooker?" Jerry asked. 

"Well close, the chicks from Heart. But they wanted twenty. A piece no less," Layne replied. He disappeared back 
into the kitchen and returned with two girls. They way they giggled, there was no way in hell they were 
whores. "| wasn't sure what you'd like so Missy here is a redhead." 


"l'm Lisa," Lisa cried. 


"Of course you are," Layne responded. "Lisa is the redhead, and naturally born she assured me. And then Missy 


is a brunette." 
"What if | want a blonde?" Jerry asked. 


"There's always me," Layne smiled. "They aspire to be in music videos! | whole heartedly support the arts and 


encourage their endeavors as l'm sure you do." 

Layne headed back to the kitchen, leaving Jerry with the two girls. This was the last thing he wanted to do 
tonight, entertain a couple of groupies. Jerry smiled wearily. Layne had a habit of leaving him in awkward 
situations. It wasn't like he was going to actually ask one of them to suck his dick. They weren't bad looking or 
anything but this wasn't how he usually went about getting his dick sucked. 


"So when are you are doing your next video?" the red head asked. 


"Fuck if | know," Jerry answered. 


"But he said that" Before the redhead could finish here sentence, Layne reappeared with three bottles of beer. 
"Here you go Missy," Layne said, handing the redhead a beer. 
‘tm Lisa!" she cried. 


"Of course you are. And here's a beer for Lisa," Layne said. Layne twisted the top off his own bottle and took 
a large gulp. 


"Hey where's mine?" Jerry complained. 


"You have a whole bottle of Washington piss water!" Layne said, pointing at the sack that still rested in Jerry's 
lap. 


| hate Rainer Ale!" Jerry answered, retrieving the bottle and opening it just the same. 
"I thought you said we could be in a video," Lisa whined. 


"You can, | promise," Layne smiled. "It's customary to write the song first then make the video. But | have a 


video camera and if you two want to hop up on that coffee table there and dance, I'll be glad to video you!" 
"So you lied?" the brunette asked. 

"No, no, no! | didn't lie. | don't like that word, lie. Next video, you're in it! Scout's honor! Now let's get this party 
started" Layne dug into his coat pocket. He held up a small, clear plastic packet which contained four light blue 
tablets. He opened it, fishing out a pill and swallowed it dry. He turned to Missy. "Now stick out your tongue 
and say ahh for the doctor like a good girl" Missy smiled and stuck out her tongue. Layne dropped a pill into 


her mouth. "Next?" 


"Oh what the hell," said Lisa. Layne pressed a pill onto the grayish-pink flesh of her outstretched tongue. Her 
full lips closed around his finger. Layne gave a slight smile and slowly slid his finger out. 


"I can think of better thing than that to put in your mouth. Isn't that right Jerry?" Layne asked. Jerry 
grunted. Layne turned and looked at him. "Isn't that right Jerry?" 


"I don't know. Look, I'm not in the mood for this shit," Jerry replied. 
"But you will be," Layne grinned holding up the packet. "Your turn” 
"| don't think so," Jerry said. 


"Come on, it's just a little E," Layne said. He stood in front of Jerry. He dropped the remaining pill into his own 
palm and extended it for Jerry to see. 


"No," Jerry growled. Layne leaned forward, his hot breath caressing Jerry's neck. He felt the moist tip of 


Layne's tongue flick against his ear as he started to speak and gave an involuntary shudder. 


"Jerry," Layne whispered. "You know | love you. Now open your fucking mouth!" 
Jerry sighed, took the pill and washed down with a swig of ale. 


An hour later Jerry found himself mesmerized by the sway of Missy's denim clad hips. Layne had decided that 
they really should make a music video and had coaxed the two girls on top of the table. An old demo tape 
blared from the stereo speakers. The cadence of their steps was out of sync with the rhythm of the song 
but it didn't seem to matter. 


Layne encouraged them, saying “Yes! Yes, we can definitely use that!" Half the time he pointed the camera at 
the floor, taking time out to take a drag off his cigarette before carefully placing it between the teeth of the 
ashtray. Then he would refocus the camera about breast level. "Hey Missy, bend a little. Yeah, pretend you're 
in a Whitesnake video." Layne looked over at Jerry and giggled. 

"Man, you're filming the carpet again," Jerry laughed. 

‘Its all part of my vision," Layne replied, training the camera on him. "Do a little dance for me Jerry.’ 

"Fuck of fl" 

"Just a little jig," Layne begged. 


‘lm not dancing, especially not for your crappy video," Jerry responded. 


"That's my artistic integrity you're knocking Cantrell” Layne turned his attention back to the girls. "Hey Missy, 


make out with Lisa!" 
"What? No way!" Lisa cried. 


"Come on, do it for your art," Layne complained. Lisa reluctantly leaned forward and let Missy kiss her. With 
Layne cheering her on and the ecstasy at work, she soon got into it. Jerry felt the crotch of his pants grow 
tight. He took a few steps closer for a better look. 


"Take your clothes off!" Jerry jumped a foot at the sound of Layne's voice. Some how he had managed to 
maneuver right behind Jerry without him noticing. He hated that; he hated not being aware of his 
surroundings. Jerry sidestepped, creating a little more distance between Layne and himself. "Missy, take off her 


shirt. | mean the other Missy." 


"l'm Lisal!" 


"Of course you are," Layne smiled. Lisa began to tug Missy's shirt over her ample breasts. Layne moved 
closer, so he was once again right behind him. It didn't take long to realize that he wasn't the only one aroused 
by the present display. Layne's rock hard cock brushed against Jerry's backside. Suddenly there was a creak, 
the crack of wood splintering, followed by a loud crash. The two half naked girls lay in a heap atop of what 
used to be their coffee table. 

"Oh shit," Layne laughed. He handed Jerry the camera and helped the women to their feet. 

Jerry examined the camera. "Hey Layne, there's no film in this." 

"Oops!" Layne grinned. 

The girls stared at Jerry in disbelief. Disbelief turned into anger. "You bastard!" Lisa cried. 

"It was an honest mistake," Layne replied, making a sad face. 


“Bullshit! I'm leaving!" Lisa said. "Come on, Missy. Let's go." 


"Please stay. Weren't you having fun? There's still time. Its not even midnight yet!" Layne argued as they 
gathered up their things and left. "Nice going Cantrelll" 


‘It was an honest mistake," Jerry responded with a straight face. Then he burst out laughing. "That was cold 


manl" 


"Is probably the most fun they'll ever have," Layne said, walking towards the kitchen. "They were having fun 
They had to pretend to be indignant. They're females." Jerry stood in the doorway watching as Layne pulled a 
bottle of champagne from the refrigerator. "Let's climb on to the roof and watch the Space Needle go off at 
midnight" 


"Might as well," Jerry sighed. 

Layne led the way, scurrying out the window, holding on to the frame with one hand and the bottle with the 
other. Slowly turning around, he leaned back, making room for Jerry. Jerry nervously made his way out. He 
wouldn't admit it but he had a thing about heights. They sat for a few moments in silence. Then Layne popped 
the cork on the bottle of champagne, "To 1990, may she rest in peace!" Layne said, holding the bottle up to the 
sky. 


"It's not over yet" 


"Oh yeah?" Layne asked, pointing. Jerry turned and looked. Sure enough, it was midnight. Laser lights at the 
base of the Space Needle began to spin and pulse upwards, giving the illusion that it was actually taking off. 


"Happy New Year Layne." 


Layne smiled, took a swig of champagne and leaned forward, planting his lips on Jerry's. He opened his mouth 
more out of surprise than anything else. His mouth filled with the pungent tang of sparkling wine. He felt 
Layne's tongue flick against his own Jerry pulled away sputtering the contents of his mouth all over his shirt. 


He nearly slid off the roof but Layne pulled him back. 
"What the fuck Layne!" Jerry gasped. 


"Sure, I'll take a fuck. But let's go inside. l'm freezing my ass off," Layne replied. Layne handed the bottle to 
Jerry and crawled over him, not so surreptitiously rubbing his body against Jerry in the process. Layne 
disappeared through the window. Jerry leaned back and stared off into space. Fuck Layne? His cock twitched at 
the thought. 


New Years Eve [1 


New Years Eve 1991 


Jerry rolled over in his bed and sat up. He loaded his pipe and fired it up. He leaned back and held his breath, 
letting the burn fill his lungs. He'd never been so tired in his life. What a crazy fucking year. It felt like they 
had been on tour forever. Recording Sap was a complete blur. In fact the only thing vivid about the entire 


year was last New Years. 


Jerry had found Layne stretched across his own bed. He looked up at Jerry and smiled "You never did get 
your blow job. Too bad," he said, taking a drag off his smoke. 


"No, | didn't," Jerry answered, 


It was the ecstasy and the heat it generated between them. There was an insatiable need to touch any one. 
Normally Jerry would never be so cavalier regardless of what he felt. But he found himself kissing Layne. Not 
in jest or a brotherly fashion but actual kissing. Before he knew it, Layne's mouth was wrapped around his 
cock, his shaft sliding against the walls of Layne's cheek and over his curled tongue. Layne pulled back slowly, 
letting his lips drag against the rigid flesh. He then sucked and licked the head before moving his tongue up and 
down the sides. It was more than Jerry could take, so he grabbed a handful of Layne's hair and thrust 
forward. Teeth grazed as he passed and Jerry yelped even though he was surprised that it kind of felt good in 
spite of the pain. Layne encircled the base of Jerry's cock with his thumb and index finger, pressing downward. 
His head began to bob in earnest, moving rapidly up and down the entire length. Jerry couldn't help but wonder 
where Layne had learned how to do this. He had had more than a few blowjobs himself and he doubted he 
could perform this well first time out. Considering the possibilities, Jerry looked down. Seeming to sense him, 
Layne glanced upward meeting his gaze. Jerry shuddered and exploded. Layne continued until he had gotten 
every last drop. 


Jerry returned the favor, though rather awkwardly. For some reason he didn't want Layne to actually watch 
him do it. So Layne turned on the TV, staring forward till he finally leaned his head back and closed his eyes. He 
gently placed a hand on the top of Jerry's head, drove his hips upward and came. All he could think was ‘I'm 
sucking cock. l'm swallowing some guy's come.’ But it wasn't some guy. It was Layne. Jerry could barely believe 


it while it was happening. He still wouldn't believe it if it hadn't happened several times since. 


But it hadn't happened lately. Layne was getting moody and going off by himself more and more. On several 
occasions Layne had refused to open his hotel room door, even though Jerry could hear him and knew he was 
inside. Now they were back home for a month and Layne had retreated to his room, leaving it maybe once or 
twice a day. A few nights ago, Jerry had watched from the window as a car pulled up and someone put 
something in the mailbox. Minutes later Layne emerged from the house to retrieve whatever was there. Jerry 
stuck his head out into the hall and gave him a hard stare as he scurried back to his room. Layne glanced at 
him briefly before locking his door behind him. It was so obvious. Everybody knew, Sean, Mike, even the road 


crew. 


"Where's Layne?" 
"In the bathroom." 
"Oh yeah, it's about that time isn't it" 


Laughter always followed, the hollow, mirthless kind. Jerry was at a loss. He would feel like a hypocrite, giving 
Layne shit about drugs when he was either stoned or drunk or both every night. They all were. And it wasn't 
like Layne was fucking up. Every one of his performance was great. He wasn't missing shows. Hell, the only one 
to miss a show was Jerry. How could any of them honestly say, "Layne stop getting high." Because it wasn't 
beer or pot or even coke, it was heroin. It was needles and Aids. It was scarred and infected arms. It was dark 
allies dank with piss. It was people lost forever. Jerry had seen enough people go down that road to know most 
never make it back. He had to do something because it was heroin and because it was Layne. Jerry took one 
last draw from the pipe and set it on the nightstand. They had spoken no more than five words to each other 
in as many days. What the hell was he going to say? 


Jerry was surprised to find the door to Layne's bedroom unlocked. He inched it open and peered inside. Nearly 
every square inch of the room was inhabited by toys. Layne had literally maxed out his credit card at Toys R 
Us. He liked action figures, particularly Batman Jerry had to admit the remote control Batmobile was pretty 
cool, at least until Layne raced it past Sean's car as he was backing out of the driveway. The air in the room 
was stale and smelled of cigarettes and sweat. Layne lay fully clothed and on his stomach. He appeared to be 
asleep. 


"Layne?" 


Layne didn't move so Jerry stepped into the room. "Layne?" he asked, a little louder. Still no response. He stood 


beside the bed. "Layne!" 
Layne open one eye. "I fucking heard you the first time Jerry." 
"Then why didn't you fucking answer?" 


"Because | was hoping you'd go the fuck away." Layne rolled over and sat up. "If you have to wake me up the 
least you could have brought me an Egg McMuffin" 


Its five pm. Little late for breakfast," Jerry replied. 
"Somebody should open a McDonalds that serves breakfast all day. They'd make a fortune." Layne reached 
over, grabbed a soda can from the floor and took a gulp. He immediately spat it back in the can and made a 


face. "Somebody dropped a cigarette in that!" 


"Somebody being you." 


"Get me a bottle of water. Please?" Layne begged. When Jerry returned with the water, he noticed Layne 
hurriedly shove something in his pocket. 


‘Its New Years Eve," Jerry said, handing Layne the bottle. 
"Are you sure? | thought December had thirty-two days in it," Layne responded while twisting the cap off. 
"Fuck you!" 


Layne swallowed the water and smiled "Thirty days hath September, April, June, and November," Layne 


whispered. 

"Shut up!" Jerry gave him a shove. "Fucker!" 

"Oh man, I'm so sorry. | thought November had thirty-one days,” Layne giggled. 
"| did! Fuck you," Jerry growled. 

"So what were you hunting? Poon-tang?" 

"Would you let it go?" Jerry moaned. 


‘| will but I'm not so sure about Van Halen. But that's okay. They kind of suck. The only good thing about a Van 


Halen concert is an Eddie solo. Its a good time to go take a piss or get a soda" 
Jerry grinned. The old Layne was in there somewhere. "So where do you want to go tonight?" Jerry asked. 


"Since when do you go out? Every New Years Eve you always fucking piss out," Layne said, reaching under his 
bed and pulling out a bag. He dumped the contents on his bed. 


Looking down, Jerry asked, "KISS action figures? Why the hell would you buy KISS action figures?" 


“Aren't they great," Layne replied "This guy was selling a bunch of junk. But he didn't have Peter Criss. I'm 


missing Peter Criss." 


"Junk is right. They look pretty haggard to me. You could have at least gotten ones still in their package. They 


would be worth something," Jerry said. 
"This way we can play with them. | can get some Barbies for groupies." 


"If you buy a Barbie I'll kick your ass." Jerry responded. "You know you could seriously buy a house for what 
you've spent on toys this year." 


Layne twisted Gene Simmons’ head around so it faced backwards. "Hello Boner, Kansas!" 
"Its Bonn-er, not Bone-er." 


"Where would you rather go? Bonner or Boner?" Layne asked. Layne's nose was starting to run. He sniffed and 


wiped it on the sleeve of his shirt. It was the shirt Eddie Van Halen had given him. 

"You're fucking disgusting Staley!" 

"Make yourself useful and make me Spaghetti-O's with Franks,” Layne said. 

"No 

"Please? If you do, I'll give you five dollars." 

"That might have worked a couple years ago, but now | don't need five dollars," Jerry replied. 
"Six?" 

"Fuck off," Jerry laughed. 

"Okay, nine but that's my final offer." 


"Alright, I'll make you Spaghetti-O's with Franks. But it'll be eleven dollars and three cents with tax," Jerry said, 
standing up. 


"Fucking taxes, soon | won't even be able to afford my Spaghetti-0's." 


Jerry poured the contents of the can into a saucepan and turned up the burner. He could hear Layne trod 
down the hall and into the bathroom. He heard a click and then the sound of the shower running. He filled two 
bowls with Spaghetti-O's and sat down and ate one. He had a beer and waited. He had two more and waited still. 
Forty minutes and a six pack later and the shower was still running. Jerry got up and rattled the door knob. 


"Layne?" Nothing but the sound of the shower. He threw his weight against the door. It burst inward, the knob 
embedded in the bathroom wall. Layne sat shirtless on the toilet, a belt rested at his feet. Dull eyed, he looked 
up at him. 


"What the fuck's your problem?" Layne asked after a few moments. 


Jerry reached down and picked up the belt. He had made him Spaghetti-O's for Christ sake. He had been sitting 


out there like a fucking asshole, waiting for Layne to come out and eat. Spaghetti-O's, just like the old days. 
Why did something so stupid matter so much to him? Jerry slowly wrapped the belt around his hand, staring 
back at Layne in cold silence. 


"You know what you're fucking problem is Jerry? You need to learn to mind your own fucking business! You 
need to sit in your chair, drink your beer, watch your TV and mind your own fucking business!" Layne's words 
weren't slurred like a drunk's but they were heavy still. They were too drawn out and muted to be actual 
shouting. But if Layne could have mustered a shout, he would have. He grabbed the edge of the sink and pulled 
himself up, swaying slightly. A tiny trickle of blood crept down the inside of his arm. 


"Fuck off Layne," Jerry answered. He turned around and walked back down the hall. Layne staggered after him. 


"You're not pissed that I'm high. You're pissed because | do it without you. You're pissed because | don't need 


you, because | don't want you." 
"Go back to your room. Fucking od. | don't care!" Jerry snapped. 


"Sure and you go drink some more beer. Hell it's New Years Eve. Why not break out the good whiskey? You 


stupid fucking redneck," Layne sneered. Jerry spun around and slammed him against the wall. 


"Fucking shut up before | get really pissed Layne!" Jerry growled between gritted teeth. Layne laughed, took a 
breath, and spat. Warm saliva dribbled down Jerry's chin. He grabbed Layne by the hair and threw him to the 
floor. He let the belt unfurl and swung it. It hit Layne across the left arm and chest with a thwack. Layne 
flinched but laughed. Jerry swung again, leaving an angry red mark on his shoulder. He swung twice more, each 
time Layne laughed harder and the harder he laughed the angrier Jerry got. He was about to swing it again 
when Layne got a hold of the end of the belt and yanked it downward. Jerry lost his balance and careened into 
the wall. Layne took advantage of the moment and climbed to his feet. 


"See? A stupid fucking redneck!" Jerry snarled and shoved Layne against the wall once more. "Is this getting 
you off Jerry?" Layne asked, laughing. 


Jerry pinned him against the wall, pulling Layne's wrists above his head. Normally, it would get Jerry off. But 
not now, not when he looked into Layne's eyes and saw a great nothingness reflected back. It would be like 
fucking a corpse. Jerry wrapped the belt around Layne's wrists a few times and secured it. He then dragged 
him down the hall to his own bedroom. He shoved him into the closet. Keeping one foot against the door, Jerry 
managed to drag the dresser close enough to keep Layne inside. In a few hours it would be midnight and 1992. 
Layne would greet both from inside the closet. However long it takes, to that Jerry was firmly committed. 


New Years Eve 1992 


New Years Eve 1992 


Jerry glanced across the room and caught Layne's eye. They were backstage at the Roseland in New York, 
having just finished playing at MTV's New Years Eve Bash. Layne was trapped, cornered by some chick that 
was a producer for the station He gave Jerry the signal, that tilt of chin and widening of eyes that means 
interrupt before | strangle the bitch. Jerry smirked and shook his head. Layne ran his hand through his hair 
managing to give Jerry the finger. Jerry tipped his glass towards Layne, middle finger extended. Over the years 
they'd developed many a way to say fuck you. 


Fuck you was the first thing Layne had said when Mike and Sean made Jerry let him out of the closet last 
New Years. He had only been in there three hours, kicking at the door and shouting nearly the entire time. 
Layne shoved past all three of them, angrier than Jerry had seen him in a long time. That was okay with 

Jerry. He was still pretty pissed off himself. Layne turned to Sean, his arms extended. There was an angry 


trail of track marks up his left arm. 


‘Layne, you got to lay off that shit man. It's dangerous!" Sean said. His words struck Jerry as pathetically 


naive. Not that Sean was particularly nacve, just too kind. 


"What are you waiting for?" Layne hissed, waving his bound hands before him. "Till they fucking turn black and 
fall off?" Sean glanced and Jerry and raised an eyebrow before unwrapping the tightly wound belt. Once free, 
he clenched and unclenched his fists, glowering at Jerry. Jerry shook his head and went back to his bottle of 
Jack. He'd had more than enough of Layne's bullshit for one day. Sean followed him down the hall. 


"So what was that all about?" he asked. 


"What do you think?" Jerry asked sarcastically. He slumped in the old recliner, slid it back and brought the 
bottle to his lips. Sean darted into the kitchen returning with a glass. 


"You know Jerry at times like this, sharing can make you feel better," he grinned, holding out his glass to be 


filled. Jerry laughed, tipped the bottle and filled it nearly to the top. They were playing Sega when they heard 


Layne leave. 


Layne went AWOL. In ten days nobody had seen or heard from him, at least nobody connected with the band. 
Their next show was about two weeks away so there was no reason to worry. Jerry pushed all dark thoughts 
aside and went about his business, until Layne called on day eleven 


"You got to bring me some stuff" 


"Yeah? Well were you been Layne?" Jerry asked, sounding disinterested. 


"Downtown" 
"You have a car, get yourself," Jerry replied. 


"Come on, be a buddy. | need drugs and alcohol.” Layne paused. Jerry could hear the click of a lighter and the 


sharp intake of air as he lit a cigarette. "I'm trying to get clean but | need some weed or I'll never make it 
Jerry sighed. Was it relief or was he just tired of this shit? "Where are you?" Jerry asked. 

"The Tropicana, room two twenty-seven. Are you coming?" Layne asked hopefully. 

"Give me an hour." 

"Cool. And can you bring me some clean clothes? Oh and bring some whiskey. l'm cold as fuck," Layne added. 


"Just don't go anywhere," Jerry said before he hung up. 


Jerry arrived at the Tropicana motel an hour and fifteen minutes later. He had shoved a clean set of clothes 
into a duffle bag along with one of his pipes. He had then gone to the state run liquor store and bought a 
bottle of Johnny Walker Black Label because he knew that's what Layne meant when he said bring whiskey. 
What took him so long was getting the pot. Jerry of course had some already but he wasn't sure if it was 
enough. He had heard that pot was supposed to make going through with drawls easier. If easier meant Layne 
getting clean he wanted an ample supply. But when he looked at his watch as he climbed the stairs he began to 
worry that Layne had taken off. Layne wasn't very patient when he was feeling good. He knocked twice and the 
door opened immediately. A very pasty Layne, wrapped in a blanket, opened the door. 


"Get in, get in, l'm freezing!" Layne sputtered, moving aside to let Jerry pass. Layne must have had the 
thermostat turned all the way up because the room was like an oven. Plus it stank, a mixture of sweat, 


cigarettes, stale beer, and something sickeningly sweet, like decay. 


"Jesus Layne!" Jerry dumped the duffle bag on the bed and peeled off his jacket. Still hot, he took off his shirt. 
He sat down in a chair and watched Layne bull out the contents of the bag. 


"Where's the weed?" Layne cried frantically. 
Easy, it's right here," Jerry replied, taking it out of his pocket. 
Layne handed him the pipe. "Load her up," he insisted, as his arm disappeared back inside the blanket. Jerry 


packed the pipe as Layne watched eagerly like a starving man watching a chef prepare one of his favorite 


dishes. 


Jerry handed it to him. Layne stretched out on the bed, leaned up against the pillows, and fired up. With each 
hit, the tension faded from Layne's face. First, the lines around the mouth softened. His jaw relaxed. Finally his 
eyes fell closed. But he continued to smoke. Jerry got up and took one of the glasses from the dresser. 
Somehow he always thought Johnny Walker should be drunk from a glass. Jack can come straight from the 
bottle but not Johmy. Jerry peeled off the Saran wrap and dropped it on the table. The smell of the room was 
really starting to get to him. Not even the pot masked it. He grabbed the bottle and cracked it open. Layne had 
set the pipe down and was laying there with his eyes closed. The only way to tell he was alive was the 
constant movement of his right leg. Layne jiggled it up and down so the bed squeaked. Jerry was sitting there, 
sipping his drink, when he noticed the over turned trash can under the bed. He got up and looked under the 
bed. Pulling it out, he realized that it was full of vomit, a good deal of which had spilled on the carpet, the 


source of the stench 

"Aw fuck!" Jerry shouted 

"What?" Layne asked 

"Christ Layne, how long has that been under there?" Jerry asked. "Never mind, we'll just get another room" 
"| don't want to move," Layne moaned. 


"Well I'm not staying here with the vomit and I'm not cleaning it up so | guess l'm going." Jerry reached for his 


shirt. 
"Don't go! Please! I'm fucking dying." 


"You're not dying. You only wish you were," Jerry responded, pulling the shirt over his head. Layne sat up and 
picked up the phone. "What are you doing?" 


"Calling my dealer. | can count on him," Layne replied 
Jerry grabbed the receiver and slammed it down. "Fucker!" he snapped. "But I'm getting another room!" 


Once situated in a room four doors down, Jerry convinced Layne that bathing would be a good idea. The vomit 
was the only thing that stunk in that room. At the very least, the hot water would make him feel better. 
While Layne took a shower, Jerry riffled though Layne's pockets. He found what he was looking for. Wrapped in 
four crumpled paper towels were a syringe, a bit of cotton ball, a somewhat charred cap off a forty ounce, 
and a tiny wad of foil. Jerry carefully pulled the foil apart. Inside was a small piece of glistening brown, no 
bigger than a tic tac. Heroin, he knew Layne to well not to suspect that he wouldn't have at least some. He 
needed that since of security. Jerry took out the foil and stuck it in his pocket. He re-wrapped the syringe and 
the rest of the paraphernalia in the paper towels and stuck it in the drawer, right next to the bible. Later, 
once Layne had finished and was working his way through his third glass of Johnny, which Jerry was sure 
would make Layne puke, he stepped into the john and flushed the last of Layne's stash. It was later still when 
Jerry awoke to the sounds of Layne shaking out his coat. Jerry could hear him curse under his breath. Or 


was it a little prayer? Layne reached for the jeans he had worn for the last week and a half. Jerry sat up and 
flicked on the light. Sliding open the drawer, he held up the rumpled package containing Layne's kit. "Looking for 
this?" he asked. 


Layne's face dropped. "Shit!" 


"IFs all gone. | flushed it," Jerry said. Layne raced into the bathroom. Jerry half wondered if Layne was going 
to search the toilet bowl until he heard him vomit. It went only like that for a couple of days, Layne vomiting, 
then shitting, then vomiting some more. He would stop long enough to smoke a bowl and get few hours sleep. 
Jerry hadn't been around someone that sick since his mother. Then again Layne wasn't sick, not that way. Still, 
Layne wouldn't eat and it brought back a lot of weird memories. He only wavered once. Layne's legs were 
cramping and he was in agony. He begged Jerry to let him call his dealer. "Seventy bucks, | just need seventy 
bucks," Layne gasped, tears streaming down his face. It was like a fucking mantra. Jerry almost caved but tore 
the phone from the wall instead. Layne staggered out of bed and headed for the bathroom. A week later, he 
was ten pounds lighter, looked like hell, but he was clean. When they took the stage in Tacoma he almost looked 
himself. 


The next couple of months were pretty good. Layne furiously wrote dozens of songs, most of them about 
smack. He was becoming more and more like the Layne he first knew. For one thing his sense of humor was 
back. One morning he leaped on Jerry's bed. Jerry groggily opened an eye to see Layne standing there buck-ass 
naked with a t-shirt dangling from his erect cock. "It's a thing of beauty," he said. "I'm changing careers. l'm 
gonna be one of those guys that lifts weights with his dick" 

"That's my favorite shirt," Jerry replied, yanking it off. 

"Careful, you'll break it! Its irreplaceable." 

"| don't know. If | break this one, | can always play with Kinney’s," Jerry smirked. 


"Would you suck Sean's dick?" Layne asked, stretching out beside him. 


‘Most definitely, it's a tasty lolly." Layne and Jerry burst out laughing. They always knew Sean was going to 
getting head when they could hear his girlfriend murmur ‘tasty lolly’ 


"I bet there's not a lot a jizz, him sitting on his balls all the time." Layne reached over and grabbed the bottle 
of hand lotion on the nightstand. "Been busy Jerr?" He squirted an ample portion into his palm. Jerry lit a 
smoke and watched Layne run a greased palm over the head of his dick before slowly sliding down his length. 
"Apparently you are." 


‘lm lubing up. Believe me, you'll appreciate it," Layne grinned. 


"What?" 


"I got to fuck someone. You're the only one here," Layne answered. It surprised Jerry that he actually 


considered it for a moment. 


"No," Jerry said He looked Layne straight in the eye and took a drag. Layne just grinned, sliding his hand back 
down his shaft. "No," Jerry repeated. 


"Chicken!" 

"Would you let me fuck you" 

"Mmm, I've seen you hard and I'd have to say no," Layne replied 
"Who's chicken?" 


"Well | suppose if you were to let me fuck you now, at some point | might consider reciprocating," Layne said. 


"You know you want it Jerry. You have that thing about your ass." 


Jerry did have a thing about his ass. He certainly enjoyed a bit of ass play but there was a big difference 
between a tongue or a finger or two and a rock hard prick. That difference some how diminished with Layne's 


mouth wrapped around his cock. Or was it when he pulled away, saying, "| guess we'll both have to jerk off" 


So Jerry said, "Find a condom." And now he found himself bent over his bed with Layne smearing lotion on his 


ass. "You locked the door?" Jerry asked/ 
"Yes." 


Before Jerry could ask if he was sure, he felt a ripping pain. Ripping, that's what it was. His asshole was being 
ripped in half. "Fuck! Stop!" Layne froze. He didn't pull out but just stayed where he was. The pain continued in 


waves. 
"You really haven't done this before?" Layne asked in disbelief. 
"What clued you into that? Of course | haven't. Now | know why," Jerry snapped. 


"Give it a second," Layne replied, slowly pushing forward. "You'll get used to it" 
He pulled Jerry's hips away from the bed and began fucking in earnest. Jerry did get used to it. Not then, nor 
the second, but by the third time a week later, he was actually enjoying it. Soon he began to look forward to it. 


Now, a year later, he wanted it. 


Jerry drained his glass and set it on the bar. It was about time Layne reciprocated, but not tonight. He 
approached Layne and his captor. Layne smirked down at her chest, mischief twinkling in his eyes. "Hello!" she 


said, in a voice three octaves shy of Fran Drescher. "I'm up here. You're talking to my tits!" 


"No, they were talking to me and we're having a much better conversation," he replied. They left, stopping long 
enough to pick up two lovely ladies to take back to the Plaza with them. Rock and roll, being a member has it 
privileges, Jerry thought. 


New Years Eve 1993 
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New Years Eve, 1993 


Jerry stared at the blank wall before him. He was willing himself not to pick up the phone. He knew it would be 
Layne and he didn't want to talk to him. The year had started out so great and had cascaded into a great pile 
of shit. Last thing he wanted to do was reminisce. It rang two more times and then the machine picked it up. 
Jerry heard the sound of his own voice echo from the kitchen. He heard a beep, silence, then a click. The 


phone rang again. It was a quarter to twelve, nearly nineteen ninety-four. 


Last year at this time they were at the Plaza. He and Layne had taken the girls back to his suite. Layne had 
made a big point of ordering champagne from room service. "The most expensive, three bottles. | don't care 


what it is, as long as its the most expensive because that's the kind a guy | am," he snickered into the phone. 
"You're paying for that. l'm not paying for that," Jerry muttered, lighting a smoke. 


"Don't worry J-man! MTV's paying for it! That annoying chick with the big tits is paying for it! And thanks a 
lot for leaving me hanging there buddy. I'll remember that when the time comes," Layne said hoping from one 


foot to the other. 


When the champagne arrived Layne poured it into the two girl's open mouths. Jerry couldn't remember their 
names. He couldn't remember if he even asked. Layne slurped champagne from one mouth and then the other. 
He turned to Jerry with an arched eyebrow and grinned. "An offering to the rock gods!" Then he burst out 


laughing. "So which one of you fine women wants to suck my dick?" he asked. 


Jerry stood up and took the blonde by the hand. He led her into the bedroom, looking over his shoulder at 
Layne. He gave him the ‘yeah, gonna fuck her' smile. 


"Always the blonde! You and your fucking blondes!" Layne muttered. He turned back to the remaining girl that 
sat bleary eyed on the couch. "Come here doll! Layne's not stupid. He likes variety!" 


There wasn't much to say so it wasn't long before Jerry was buried within her thighs. It wasn't great sex. It 
wasn't bad sex. It was just sex. She squirmed and gasped beneath him. Jerry wasn't certain if it was pleasure 
that elicited the response. Maybe it was. Or it could just be another rock star notch in her belt that pleased 
her. "God, you're big," she gasped. 


"You think," Jerry grinned. He always loved the way their eyes grew when they saw him in all his glory. Jerry 


was just about to tip over the edge when the phone rang. He froze. ‘Shit! he thought. He was supposed to call 
Courtney at midnight. He heard Layne answer the phone in the other room. Jerry hung his head, saying a silent 
prayer. 

"Jerry's eating out," Layne said in his ‘I'm so serious voice: 


Jerry rolled his eyes and climbed off the girl. He grabbed his pants and started to pull them on. 


"No, he went out to get something to eat. Doritos, no Doritos through room service. May | give him a 


message?" Layne asked, looking up as Jerry walked in and reached for the phone. "Oh, wait. Here he is." 
Jerry grabbed the phone, placed hand over the receiver and glared at Layne. "Nice!" Layne just shrugged his 
shoulders and turned his attention back to the girl sucking his dick. Jerry turned his back to them and spoke 
into the phone. "Courtney, sweetheart, | was just going to call you! Happy New Year!" Jerry figured the best 
bet was to keep the tone light, less suspicious that way. 

‘Its only eleven here Jerry," Courtney replied. 


"See, | was going to call you at three. Three my time that is, so it would be a new year for both of us." 


"Really? How thoughtful," Courtney answered. There was an edge to her voice. She wasn't buying it. 
"Thoughtful, which is so unlike you Jerry." 


"Hey!" 
"Save me the lies. It's so not worth it and just embarrasses us both." 
"Fuck! No! Nol" Layne shouted. Jerry spun around. 


"Sorry," the girl mumble, falling back. Layne's entire crotch was covered with vomit. Jerry burst out laughing. 


Layne bolted up, puke spilling down his pant leg 

"Ahhhh! Fuck! Get a towell Get it off mel" Layne hollered, racing for the john 
"Jerry, what the hell's going on?" Courtney's voice pulled him back to reality, 
"Layne had a little accident," Jerry chuckled 


"Right! Well you go back to who ever you were doing and I'll call you tomorrow." Jerry listened to dial tone for 
a few seconds and hung up. He told the two girls to get dressed and gave them fifty for a cab. 


He found Layne in the shower, the water near scalding. "How was that for variety Layne?" Jerry could barely 
get the words out he was laughing so hard. 


"Yeah, go ahead and laugh Cantrell! From now on | get first pick!" Layne scowled. 


Jerry woke sometime in the late afternoon. He tried to call Courtney a few times but she wasn't answering. 
Layne had disappeared sometime around dawn and wasn't answering either. Finally around eight o'clock he came 
around to pester Jerry. 


"Where have you been?" Jerry asked, stepping aside to let him through the door. 


"Practicing my penmanship in the snow. If | drink enough beer, | can actual write Layne Staley in one steady 
stream," Layne replied. 


"No, really?" 


"Really. Me and Mike went and got soul food, black eyed peas for the New Year or some crap like that," Layne 


explained. 

"Why didn't you ask me? | would have been up for that." 

"Because | figured you were sleeping, or apologizing, or apologizing for sleeping around or what have you. But | 
brought you something," he said, flopping down on the couch. He reached into his pocket and tossed something 
down on the table. Jerry looked down, a little plastic packet of white. 

"Coke?" Jerry asked. "You bought me coke?" 

"Man, | keep forgetting! You prefer Pepsil" Layne cried, slapping his forehead. 

"What did you buy for yourself?" Jerry asked sharply. 

| was counting on you sharing.” 

"You didn't by any heroin?" 

"No man! Honest!" Layne grinned. 


"Bullshit!" 


"| didn't buy any junk. Are you going to be a fucking old lady tonight? Am | going to have to hang out with 


Sean?" Layne asked. "Come on, do some!" 


"After," Jerry replied. 


"After?" 
"After | fuck you." 


Layne looked at Jerry in surprise and laughed. "| must have smoked more pot than | thought because I'm 


starting to hear shit," he said 

"You heard right” Jerry smirked 

"Hmm," Layne answered, taking out a smoke. 

"Trying to think of ways to weasel out of it huh?” 

"Most assuredly," Layne exhaled in a stream of smoke. "Don't look at me like that! | didnt say no. 
"Well?" 

"| really should have bought junk. It would have helped with the excruciating pain’ 


Jerry had used half the bottle. He had bent Layne over the bed, lubed up three fingers and had worked them 
in and out of Layne's ass, just like he asked. It was the only way he'd agree. Jerry was surprised my how 
much it turned him on, fingering another guy's ass. Layne had enjoyed it too apparently because he stared to 
jerk himself off. After more than a few minutes of watching that, Jerry needed in. Layne groaned when he 
pulled away. 


"Man! | was this close!" he gasped. He made a squeak when Jerry started to enter him. Jerry started slow. He 
felt like a greased pig and still Layne was biting his fist between cries of ‘fuck and Jesus’. It felt like his prick 
was in searing hot vise. He had screwed girls in the ass before. It wasn't an entirely new sensation. But there 
was something more visceral, something almost animalistic about the act when done with a man The pleasure 
was raw. When he screwed a woman, he was more aware of her fragility he guessed. He wasn't worried about 
breaking Layne. In fact he wanted to. Jerry pulled Layne farther away from the bed, till he just clutched the 
edge of the mattress. Layne stopped crying out and dropped his hand to work his own cock Jerry's balls 
moved high and he gained momentum. When Layne bucked back into him it was enough to send him crashing in 
a blinding white light. On the flight home the next day, Jerry smiled as Layne shifted uncomfortably in his seat 


and muttered complaints about rug burn. 


Then it all slowly started to fall a part. After they got back from New York, Mike announced he was quitting. 
Jerry came home late one night after spending a few days with Courtney and Mike met him at the door. All 
he would say was "I'm tired man" That was it. No other explanation. They had just enough time to rehearse 
with Inez before the show in Hawaii. Then they started a four month world tour. Layne seemed fine. At least 
Jerry didn't notice anything and they were around each other most of the time. They would occasionally end 
up in each other's bed and he never saw anything. But he wasn't exactly looking. He was caught up in the 
drama of Courtney who was getting sick and tired of taking the backseat to rock `n roll. No, he was looking. 


Not until after Amsterdam. 


They had gone to a hashish bar after the show. Hell, that's what you do when you're in Amsterdam. You pass 
a tulip, by a pair of wooden shoes, get really high and eat chocolate. Jerry got really high. It was his idea of 
being a kid in a candy store. He didn't even remember coming back to the hotel. The next morning he found 
Layne in the bathroom smoking heroin. Jerry didn't say a word. He just left. He was in no shape to get into it 


with Layne. When he returned a couple of hours later, Layne was waiting for him. 


‘Its not like last time Jerry, honest. | just smoked it, once, just once. You don't get addicted smoking. Nobody 
does. Besides, | never do it two days in a row," Layne explained, following anxiously behind Jerry as he packed 


his stuff. 


"You just got through saying you just smoked it once," Jerry laughed sarcastically. "Which is it Layne? You only 


did it once or you don't do it two days in a row?" 


"Okay, I've smoked it a few times since we've been in Europe. But it's not the same thing! They're two 


completely different highs. | knew you would over react. | knew you would understand 

"Then show me Layne!" Jerry replied, dropping his duffle bag on the bed. 

"What?" 

"Get me high. | want to do it. | want to know what you're willing to fuck everything up for," Jerry answered 
"Now? But we're leaving soon" 

"Not for seven hours 


So Layne got him high. It had a kind of burnt taste. It reminded Jerry of the smell of singed hair. At first he 
felt nothing. Then he felt pretty good, like really strong pot. Then he felt sick. He never puked so hard in his 
life. It was projectile vomiting. His stomach worked on its own volition. After that Jerry felt empty. Not just 
because he had puked his guts out. It was like that great emptiness that was the outside world had managed 
to crawl into him and take over. It took away who he was. It had control. Jerry didn't like not having control. He 


never tried it again and he didn't buy Layre's its a different sort of high bullshit either. 


When they returned home in April, they spent a lot less time together. Jerry was trying to repair things with 
Courtney. He really did love her. He wanted to marry her but she couldn't understand that his life was his life. 
He was a musician. A good deal of his time was spent away from home. That's how he made money. She knew 
what the score was when she met him. But there were other things. Jerry just couldn't remain faithful. He 
wasn't designed that way and no matter how many times you explain to a woman that it has nothing to do 
with how you feel about them, they just don't get it. At least Courtney didn't. Jerry tried, he was trying. That 
was one of the reasons why the thing with Layne was so good. Courtney wouldn't be suspicious of him. Of 
course Layne would be in his room. Why wouldn't he? 


Around this time Layne met Demri. Jerry didn't pay much attention to her at first. Layne was always bringing 
home stray girls. He'd play with them for awhile then either he'd get tired of them or they would get tired of 
him. It would end with a heated argument or Layne pretending that the girl simply didn't exist. But this one was 
different. Demri wasn't interested in hanging out. She wasn't interested in knowing any of the other members 
of Alice in Chains. Usually they want to see who else they can latch on to. She didn't like to go out and she 
really didn't like Layne to go out. So whenever they were here, they stayed in Layne's room the entire time. 
Soon they stayed just at her place. 


Jerry knew it was serious when they started the Lollapalozza tour in June. Layne spent half the time on the 
phone with Demri and the half hiding in his hotel room. He started blowing off interviews and photo shoots. If 
he did show he was at least an hour late. Then out came the long sleeved shirts, even though it was the 
middle of September. Everybody just pretended like it wasn't happening, including Jerry. He ignored it till it 
became painfully obvious. They had rolled into some town in Indiana early morning on the Fourth of July. Jerry 
didn't see much of Layne until early evening. By that time everybody had been drinking for awhile. They were 


setting firecrackers off, tossing them from the balcony of Sean's room when Layne showed up. 


Layne decided the only patriotic thing to do was get drunk himself. If he hadn't been drunk he probably never 
would have ended up back at Jerry's room. At first Layne was noncommittal but Jerry was very horny, still a 
bit drunk, and very insistent. He was undoing his pants when he noticed the blood seeping through the forearm 


of Layne's shirt. 


"Did you just shoot up? Did you just fucking shoot up?" Jerry accused, standing up and backing away from the 
bed. Layne said nothing. He just scratched the top of his nose and stared at him. "Did you get high before 
coming up to my room?" Layne still didn't respond. He reached over and took a cigarette from Jerry's pack 
sitting on the nightstand. 


"You make me sick! Get the fuck out of my room!" 
"Fine," Layne sighed. 
| can't fucking believe you! You were going to do it with me when you're high." 


"Oh give me a break. Am | supposed to believe you're hurt? You know what this is to you Jerry? It's like 
jerking off with the panties you stole from the girl next door. It's fun. Its hot. But you don't want anybody to 
know you do it. Because it's nasty. It makes you feel dirty. Because you are Jerry. You are dirty and nasty. You 
know it and | know it. Its your secret. That's fine with me, but people who have secrets give up rights. They 
give up their right to judge others. You have no right to judge me. We each use. You use me and | use heroin 
You have Courtney and | have Demri. I'm your mistress and dope is mine. What do you fucking want? This is 
how it is!" 


There wasn't much left to say after that. In fact they said very little to each other for the rest of the tour. 
When they got back, they found they had been evicted. Nobody had bothered to pay rent in the last four 


months. Secretly Jerry was relieved. He wanted as much distance from it as possible. They had all been 


carrying on like the old days for much too long. Layne was urged by management to check into rehab which he 
surprisingly did. But when finally showed up to record Jar of Flies in September, he was a fucking mess. He was 
pale, thin, and had an infected sore on the top of his left hand. The final straw was when Layne showed up 
clearly fucked up. He wasn't even coherent. Sean got so pissed he chucked his sticks at Layne's head. 


"Fuck this shit. I'm not doing it. You're not fucking worth it," Sean said before stalking out of the studio. 


Layne just shrugged his shoulders and slumped down into the couch. Jerry wanted to kill him. It wasn't mere 
angry boiling to the surface. It was rage. He couldn't speak. Layne vacantly looked up at Jerry. They stared at 
each other like that for a full five minutes. Finally Layne smirked and said, "So?" 


Jerry knew then that it was over. Alice in Chains was done. "You are fucking dead to me. | will never get on a 


stage with you again." 


There had been some hope that things were miraculously mend and come together. No hope on Jerry's part 
but somebody held out. They had to cancel the next tour. Jerry hid. He went out to a house in the middle of 
nowhere and hid. It was his sanctuary or so he thought until it snowed. Then he couldn't escape. No electricity, 
no food, no nothing. His sanctuary had betrayed him and for the first time Jerry had an inkling of what it was 
like for Layne. He started writing. 


Now he was back home. It was New Years and the phone was ringing. It was five minutes to midnight and he 


was alone. But he wasn't. He could hear Layne's voice echoing from the kitchen. "So when you were playing 


Donner Party last week, who did you eat first? Was she tasty?" 


